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I o my sons Robert Jr. and Bradley, you both motivate me to stay a decent man. As the years 

progress I grow to love you guys more and more. It's because of you guys I value my life, I feel 
purposeful and proud. 


Love, 


Dad 
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THE TIDES (ENVIRONMENT) 

You're in the middle of the ocean stranded by yourself and all you can sense is water in every 

direction. You've become accustomed to the change the ocean sends you on occasion. Higher... Lower... 
Higher... Lower... The feeling you initially had with this pattern was uncomfortable. You didn't know 
what to do at the high points and whether or not it was good to be there. The fear of not knowing the 
outcome of your survival at sea has become your main priority. In this state of emotion you've 
involuntary decided to accept your environment as unpleasant. Over time you will become familiar with 
what to expect from these highs and lows, but you still don't know if they are good or bad. You only 
know that they resolve over time. 

Within that time you learn to navigate through the highs and lows because you've done it since 
the beginning. You have more time to process your feelings during the ascend and throughout the 
descend. It starts making sense to you why you like heading towards the high points and why you dislike 
the lower points. 

During the high points you can see things from different vantage points. You can anticipate 
what's to come and how to prepare for it. It makes you feel at ease because you feel as if you have some 
control over the situation. You have a great sensation to make decisions but sometimes you make them 
prematurely and it veers you off into a subtle direction you had not anticipated. Everything you prepped 
for is now in disarray and you begin to feel that unpleasant feeling you feel when you're headed towards 
the low points. You know you're not there yet and you're baffled as to why at a high point you're feeling 
the same way you do when you're low. 

Either way you've made an association with the high point and making a decision that went 
wrong, with the feeling of unpleasant. The next time you are at a high point you recall this feeling of 
unpleasantness because you lost control of something you had thought out to be safe. You'll try again 
many times in the future, none ever having a guaranteed outcome. 

Steady plateauing... for some time after your decision to try again, things are stable. It feels nice, 
you feel satiated. This is true satisfaction. You remember that it took a trip from the low point to the 
high point and even after reaching the top you still felt weary of yourself. You tried again and here you 
are - satisfied. Being satisfied is not something that can be sustained nor should it. It is something that 
comes only after a long pursuit of what you sometimes mistake for as happiness. What it truly is - is the 
temporary feeling of conquering fear. 

You find yourself descending again, everything was going so well but you know it has to end at 
some point. That time is now. You feel the waves becoming more massive in force and you can't see the 
horizon anymore. You start to hear high winds and can only see dark masses of water. The walls of the 
tides are not yet breaking but the fact that you know they are going to, doesn't allow your brain to 
anticipate anything else but that. 
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Unpleasantness is the feeling that starts to rise again. Everything that went so right for that 
short moment of satisfaction is starting to fade away and you don't know why. You begin to realize that 
you have been through this feeling so many times before and just how long it feels to get back to the 
higher points. It is so dreadful imagining the low point journey. It almost feels unreachable upon initial 
inception of the idea and there's nothing you can do about it. 

As you see swells of water beginning to crash you start recalling that last time you were here 
you worked on your breathing. You remembered the last low point experience took longer than the one 
before that and you were becoming more and more exhausted. You remembered towards the very end 
you stopped tensing your entire body against the strong masses of water hitting you. Also, you stopped 
swimming against it in attempts to reach a high point in hopes of catching a glimpse of how long this low 
point will end. Your body begins to relax and go back into that state of non-resistance and you start to 
regulate your breathing to the pattern of the single tide that will be your next encounter. You figure the 
walls of the tides are so big in height; you may as well focus on the one that is closest to you. You begin 
to notice how slow it moves because of its size. You also remember how strong it is soon after. You 
know you will survive it, it just feels uncomfortable because of its immense capabilities. In this low point 
of chaos you start feeling a little bit of calmness because you've gained experience from the last time 
you were here and you know how to navigate through this one a little bit more freely. 

Crash after crash you start to become bored with the waiting of a high point. You start to realize 
that in this bored state of mind, working through each slow but massive single tide encounter you no 
longer feel unpleasant. You feel like you're almost in control of it by becoming a part of it. You are in 
that moment and that moment alone. 
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THE RIPPLE (SELF) 


Today 


the water is calm. You see clouds in the distant and you remember water falling from 


them. It became very dark the last time water fell from them because they clustered together in front of 
the sun. Today is already dark and the sun has been down for hours. Tonight's moon is especially bright 
though. You can hear far off in the distance vague sounds of small bodies of water colliding with the 
large still body you're in. 


Its rapidness is getting louder and louder as you can now see the water heading your way. With 
the clouds moving at high speed in the distance you are able to see the water falling from it; it lags 
behind as it makes its way towards the ocean. It's so loud at this point you haven't even realized some 
has fallen on your head, your mind is too busy trying to organize the speed and chaos of the clouds 
releasing water from the sky. Glaring down at the surface of the water you're in and you see these small 
circles that race away from the singular point of each droplet hitting the ocean. There are so little of 
them in quantity you are able to see each circle start off with momentum then thin out as it gets further 
away from its origin of birth. You start to wonder what happens to these circles if the droplets fall 
closely to each other and close enough in time that they collide. Still thinking on the thought of the 
circles colliding in wait of the storm to hit full force, you notice that some of the drops create longer 
lasting circles that extend out further than others. Some barely make a circle because they are so small. 
Nonetheless the storm is overhead and you can now see collisions happening at such a rapid rate. It 
becomes mesmerizing to see all these drops hit the surface what seems to be simultaneously. Birth then 
death, birth then death, birth then death. This is all you can process while watching the drops at full 
impact. 


The surface becomes so dense with turbulence and agitation between the drops that they seem 
to be fighting for space. Fighting to make their own print on the surface without interference but 
cannot. The collective slaps create white noise where no distinction can be found from the start of one 
drop to the beginning of another. All these drops are working together to help replenish the ocean in 
such a chaotic order. You can't help but think that there must be a more efficient way to organize these 
drops but there just isn't. The ocean accepts the chaos but the drops within it are fighting for their own 
relevance. The drops want to extend forever while interacting with other drops but cannot without 
sacrifice. These two goals allow for resistance between each drop. It's only when the drops stop being 
drops they become one with others through the ocean. They no longer have the attributes that made 
them drops nor do they even seem to care. 

You notice just how long and short lifespans of these drops can be and how small one drop 
actually is. Such a small drop of water can amount to such a vast ocean with immense force. You start 
realizing that even though small in size, the importance of each drop is that it does what it is intended to 
do. Each one, one after another - falls... then ripples... then is finally absorbed into the ocean. 
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THE DESCEND (SYNCING) 

You've gone through so many years and decades of tides. Each one never being exactly the 

same but each one gave its own unique experience. Some play a greater role than others because you 
were taught something within that experience, others you just know happened. You respect that the 
ones with no significance are just as important if not more than the ones with. Those were the ones 
where your brain, your muscles, and your instincts reacted from countless interactions with the ocean. 
They almost worked without you even putting effort into the experience. It becomes hard trying to 
process the feeling of being experienced from experience. You find that trying to process that feeling is 
more exhausting than actually doing the work. These are to you personal, and reconciling them within is 
where you find calmness. You are able to relive them within but explaining them in words is not the 
same. 


Calm nights to viscous storms feel all in the same as do the tides. You've seen the ocean refill 
itself so many times in front of your eyes. The chaos has become beautiful because you value its 
importance. The ripples are eagerly anticipated due to the fact that they don't congregate as often as 
you'd like. When they do, it is complete organized chaos when you only follow the few that you can 
meaningfully be attentive to. At this level you see the intent, you process its start to finish and see it off 
to begin its new journey once the drop has become part of something bigger. 

This makes you realize just how long your start to finish will be and what your purpose was. You 
wonder if you served it correctly and how much longer you have. Things have to end and you most 
certainly aren't an exception you assume. You start to think, to what sacrifice I made with obtaining so 
much experience. I can survive the tides; I can understand the meaning of drops from the sky. One 
physical... one mental. Is there a sacrifice to experience? 

When you first became, your mind was clear with the ability to etch. You've etched so much up 
until now that nothing really feels new or required. Your body has been conditioned to operate in its 
environment so effectively that nothing feels unachievable. You do take notice that your mind and body 
have since started to feel out of sync. Your mind knows how to navigate the tides but your body tires 
out more quickly than before. This new experience starts to read all the etching in your mind but cannot 
figure out how to compensate for the body's struggle. Without an answer your mind almost feels as if it 
is overridden by pure panic. The panic you once had at your beginning. The mind fights for relevance as 
your body struggles to perform. Within this moment you realize that this is the sacrifice. Experiences 
have sharpened parts of your existence to complacency and other parts have been dulled by overuse. 
You realize this will ultimately be your finish. Your ripple is starting to fade. Becoming more and more 
out of sync can allow for frustration you learn. Because of the panic you know how to deal with it but 
there is struggle to apply it now days. You don't feel yourself at times and you dread things you know so 
dearly and personally. It is as if you're always in a rainstorm while the skies are clear and you're body is 
tired without a tide in sight. This is how those ripples feel as they widen in diameter but almost become 
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transparent in sight. You've always wondered what was beyond the ripples. Just how far they extend 
beyond your visual capabilities. You think to yourself that they are probably feeling just like you, tired 
but set in the direction of your purposed intention. They are probably upset that they no longer have 
the momentum to keep going. You wonder if they will appreciate becoming part of the ocean by no 
choice. You light heartedly figure that you must become appreciating of your next path beyond your 
current. Although you were able to figure out the drops path, you have never figured out yours. "Maybe 
someone or something is observing my experience", you ponder. You can't figure out if you are 
supposed to let go of experience or will the experience let go of you. 

Today's water is calm but yet you are still struggling and frustrated. Your body is still operating 
as if it is in tides. You are dreading the next time you have to face a tide. You wonder to yourself if you 
will even enjoy being at a high point. Seeing the horizon and knowing exactly where you are at. You wish 
not to see rain today either. Today doesn't feel like a day you want to observe drops finishing their 
journey. Beautiful as it may, it just doesn't suit you today. 

As small tides approach you panic, panic to the brink of exhaustion. Before your body has even 
touched a tide, your mind is telling it to work twice as hard. Your body is weak and is asking your mind 
for forgiveness, it knows it can't face the task the tides promise to deliver. Again your mind frustrates 
and looks for more solutions that were etched years ago, it finds nothing that it can apply in this 
situation. You realize that your mind and your body has been so out of sync for some time and that the 
only way to pair it back up is to operate at your body's level. Your mind doesn't like this solution but 
finds comfort again in being sync. Feeling like one you feel no more panic. Your body has stopped trying 
at this point; it sees this pairing with the mind as forgiveness. Your mind sees just how tired the body 
has become and can only appreciate the time it was allowed to spend with the body. 

The tides are at full power but you haven't realized any of this because the body no longer has 
feeling. It still occasionally moves out of memory in certain conditions but is barely keeping you above 
water. You are not panicked nor are you concerned about the tides. Your only concern is your body. You 
want to make sure you never lose sync with it again. You've made the decision that when it truly decides 
to give itself to the ocean you will too. This brings great happiness that you have never felt nor will you 
ever again. You know that this has been your true purpose and no truer has this made you satisfied with 
your experience. 

The hues of blues continue to grow darker and you can feel the ocean hug in every direction. As 
the sounds of splashing waters become more and more distant you become more and more aware that 
your senses are fading. Breathing has stopped and your vision is fading. Your body is numb and your 
hearing is only that of the ocean. Your experience is coming to an end and you're ready for what's 
beyond it, all fear is absent. 



